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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Hrear, A Nobleman of great Poſſeſ- . . 
ſions in Arcadia, Fu. a Winſtone. 
Agon, His Friend, 


Corydon, An old Shephg# 


Mr. Cole. 


(and eee Oe” 
Mopſs, 5 with Ys Mr. Oates. 
Damon, An Inconſtant, Mr. Stoppelaer. 
 Phillida, Daughter to Coryden, Mrs. Clive, 
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SCENE, The Arcadian Fields. 
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3 SCENE 1. 
IR CAS, GOM. 
; | ZGON. 


HIS way I ſee old Cordon advancing : 
EY He comes, by my Appointment, to complain 
LE Of ſomeAbuſethat's offer'd to his Daughter; 

And hopes, that your Authority will right 

2 43 — 6 him. a 
Arc. Tis true! ſomewhat of this Paſtora told me. 
Ag. He's here, with all the Parties, to attend you. 
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SCENE II. 


Euter Corydon, Phillida, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon, a 
- other Shepher, as. | 


Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the noble Arcas, 2 
Lord of our Lands and Flocks. f : 
Arc. - Good Neighbours, welcome! 
What ſeems amiſs, that may concern your Welfare? 
Cor. Ah! my good Lord, I have no Skill to ſpeech it; 
But Grief at Heart will always find a Tongue. % 
My Lord, this home-bred Maid I call my Daughter, 
She's all I have, and all my Hope; now I 
Would gladly ſee her well diſpos'd in Marriage: 
And, that ſhe might not die a Maid, unaſk'd, 
I have declar'd one half of what I have | 
Her Dow'r, in preſent; at my Death, the reſt. 
Tis true, tis little; but ſtill, the Half is Half! 
Now here, ſo pleaſe you, I have found her out 
A Pair of wholſome Youths, to take her Choice of : 
Brothers they be, Sons of my Neighbour Dorus; 
This is call'd Ci mon, and the younger Mofſus; Bo 
Their Means, and Manners, FA her Breeding well, 1 | 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſet upon her. 57 
Cim. Yes, and pleaſe you, both cruelly in Love. 
| Half crying. 
Cor. Nay pr'ythee, Cimon, let me tell my Story. 
Arc. A little Patience, Friend 
Mop. —— Hoh! hoh! hoh! hoh! 
That Fool, my Brother's always in the Wrong! 
Cor. Fy! fy! Moepſus ! now thou art worſe ; A he. 
Arc. On with thy Tale ?: = : 
or. * 


I leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom ; 
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Cor. Now, Sir, theſe Lads, 1 ſay, 
Were nothing in the 3 to croſs their Courtſhip, 
Might one or t'other make her a good Huſband. 
But here, here, an't pleaſe you, lies our Grief! 
The wilful Girl is ſcornful to them both. 
Wnd why ? becauſe, forſooth, ſhe loves another ! 
But how ! how is her Love diſpos'd ? Why thus ! 
This pranking gameſome Boy, this Damon here 
With Songs, and Gambols, has, I think, bewitch'd her. 
His Pipe, it ſeems, has play d her ſweeter Sounds, 
And all the idle Day they toy and ſing together. 
Cim. Aye, ſo they do, and pleaſe you 
Cor. - Nay, nay, Ci mon 
Cim. Well, well! I've done: But I'm ſure it's true 
tho a 
Cor. So nothing now will down with her but Damon. 
And what will Damon do? Why, ruin her ? 
The Lamb that's in the hungry Fox's Mouth, 
Has little Hope to ſcape being made his Breakfaſt : 
For he declares, he ne'er intends to marry, 
And openly defies my Power to force him. 
A hard Defiance to a tender Father ! (Weeps. 
Now, good my Lord ! 'tis true you're not our King, 
And therefore none are bound, by Law, to obey you: 
But you've a ſtronger 'Tie o'er us, our Hearts, 4 
And the great Good you do us every Day, | 
Will make your Word go farther than a Law: | 
So if your Pity think my Caſe js hard, 


And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's 
Sorrow. 

Arc. Thy Gricf, good Corydon, I take to Heart, 
And, ta my poor Extent of Power, will ſerve thee, 
But hear me now, what others may reply. 
Damon, thou'ſt heard this good old Man's Complaint ; 
Why haſt thou dallied with this Maid's Affection? 
What ſhall I ſay I've done to right his Daughter? 


Damn, 
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31s Dam. Why, let the Damſel pleaſe herſelf, my Lord; 
> if | If ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her Choice. 
| \F If to make Life a Frolick Here's her Man. 
t/ Cor. You ſee, Sir, I have not accus'd her falſly. 
32 Arc. Tis true. 
Vt Well, my good Friends — I hope what you propoſe | 
pit; [To Cim. and Mop. 
F || Will ſhew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mold, 
| There ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge, 
l That may prefer your Hopes to Damor's, 
li Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: f 
You have her Father's Wiſh, and my Protection. 7 
| Cim. Ah! Sir, an' like you, I have no Heart to | 
| ſpeak 3. | 
She flouts, and glowts at me, from Morn to Night. 
See how ſhe 42 now ! *caute ſhe can't avoid me. g 
Arc. Take Courage, Man; 'tis but her Maiden Shy- 2 
neſs. *$ 
Cim. D'ye think ſo, Sir? Why then I will take 
Heart ! 4 
If an old Song Will do the Thing, have at her. 


AI I. 


There's not a Savain, 
On the Plain, 
Would be bleft as J, 
O could you but, could you but on me ſmmili: 
But you appear 
S ſevere, 
: That trembiing-with Fear, 
My Heart goes jit-a-fat! f ita: pat ] all the awhile! 
When 1 cry, Z 
Ma 1 die? A 
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You make no Reply, 
But hok by, 
And with a ſcornful Eye, 
Kill me with your Cruelty : 
How can you be, can you be, 


Ps How can you be fo hard to me? 


Ah! poor Cimon, thou art ne'er the nearer! 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can 1 her! 
Hing. 
Cor. Vou ſee, my Lord, the Lad, tho' fearful, in We 
His Heart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. 
Arc. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to Mapſus. 
Eg. Come, Meof/us, now for thee, thy heart ſeems 
chearful. 
Mop. Ay! 'twas always ſo: I love to 22 
take Let things go how they will: Why let her frown! 
As long as Cimon's us d as ill as I, 
It gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however! 
= Happen as 'twill, I ſhall have him to laugh at. 
Cor. Ah! Sir, we poor Swains have but homely Words 
To ſpeak our Minds; but what we ſay we ſtand to. 
Arc. An honeſt prineiple: Now my good Friend, 
Let us inquire into thy Daughter's Heart: 
For that muſt guide us 
= Cr 


to 


N 

hy- | 
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E Phillida, come near! 
Arc. Well, my fair Maid! is there, within my Power, 
22 Ought, that may contribute to thy Happineſs ? 
= Of all theſe Youths, for thou art 5 to chooſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart? 
= Phill. Since I am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth, my Lord, 
I own my Heart has play'd a fimple Game; 
I know my Father's Kindneſs means me well, 
4e FAndI could wiſh I had the power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loth to lead a ſavage Life: 
And ſure! theſe Lads were woful Company. 


You Cim, 


—— _ —_ — ¶ (nD .. - — — 
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Cim. O ſcornful Maid! my Heart will burſt with 


Grief! - [ Cries. 
Mop. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimon's in a bitter taking! 
[Laughs 


Phill. "Twere hard to chooſe, from ſuch extremes o 


Folly ! 
Damon, with all his Infidelities, 
Seems not to me, Sir, half fo terrible! 
And I am more than much afraid I love him ! 
"Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſs ! 
And I have try'd a thouſand, thouand times, 
To ſhut him from my Thoughts, but *twill not do! 
Whene'er my Iteart is open, in he comes! 
Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven ! 
Again I love, and am again forſaken ! 
Yet ſtill he fools me on; and when he's abſent, 
With Sighs, and Songs, I thus relieve my Folly. 


A $--+88 II. 
O Mother! a Hoop. 


I. 


What Woman could do, I have try d, to be free 
Yet do all I can, 
1 find I lowe him, and tho" he flies me, 
Still, flill he's the Man. 
They tell me, at once, he to taventy will ſavear : 
When Vows are ſo ſweet, who the Falſhood can fear ? 
So, when you have ſaid all you can, 


Still——ftill he's the Man, 
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II. 


1 caught him once making Love to a Maid, 
When to him I ran, 
He turn d, and he kiſs'd me, then who could upbraid 
So cianil a Man? 
ET he next Day 1 found to third he was kind, 
; 1 rated him ſoundly ; he favore I wwas blind; 
| So let me do what I can, 
Still——ftill he's the Man. 


III. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art : 

I 1 do what I can; 

4 Put he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 

5 1 doubt he's the Man ! 

1 o fweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faulis, but if I none can find, 

» Who can do. more than they can? 


J He—ſiill is the Man. 


Arc. Take Comfort, Corydoa ; all yet may mend: 
Thy Daughter's frank Confeſſion of her Love 
Perſuades me of her guarded Innocence! 

And tho" licentious Damon may deſerve 

Severe Reproof; yet for the Maiden's ſake 


-2 AFFor what he ſuffers, her fond Heart will feel) 
We will not harden him by Puniſhment, 
But rather tempt him by Reward, to Virtue. 

3 Df this bad Matter make we then the beſt. 
If therefore, Damon, thou, or any Swain, 
aug“ | 


nd win this gentle Maid to be his Bride, 


1 


The 


| By Suit, or Service of his Love, can woo 
1 
* 
3 
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The Dow'r which her kind Father has declar'd, C: 
Myſelf will double, on her Marriage-Day, 3 
And give him, with her Hand, my farther Favour. ] 

Cor. May all the Gods preſerve the bounteous Arcas. 


„ *. 
r . 
X 
+ 1 * 


A double Portion! Now my honeſt Lads, 9 
There's brave Encouragement to warm your Hearts? 
Now ſhew your Skill, and who's the feateſt Fellow, 4 
Now ſing and dance her down to your defires ! 9 
Now, Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſee 3 
What Love and Honeſty have gain'd by Truth: 1 
And what his Pranks have loſt by Wickedneſs. 2 

Phill. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 1 

Mop. A double Dowry, Cimon; now's our Time! 


Cim. Ay, but I'm tender-hearted; my poor Hopes 
Will never bloſſom, while ſhe looks ſo froſty ! 

Cor. Learn of thy Brother, Lad; thou ſeeſt he knows 
No Fear, nor Grief: Up with thy Heart, and at her. 
Cim, Well then, ſince you encourage me, I will. 

Cor. Well ſaid, my Boy! 
Arc. — Come, Corydon. 

Now let us leave theſe Lovers free to woo, 

And he that firſt ſubduing, and ſubdued, 

Comes Hand in Hand, to aſk her Bridal Dow'r, 

In farther Token of my Love, myſelf 

Will crown him with a Chaplet, worth his wearing. 
Eg. Now for the Garland! 70 
Mop. — ive the noble Arcas. | 

| [Exeunt Arcas and Egon. 
Let me' but live to ſee that Knave, 4 


* wth; 
OY 


— * 


- 


Cor. 


That graceleſs Damon bobb'd ! let him but wear | 
Exit Cor. © 


The Willow! I'll jump into my Grave, 
With Jo 
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SCENE III. 


Dam. So! now have I probably 
All my whole Work to do over again ! 
This double Dow'r, no doubt, will turn her Brain, 
And ſet the Wind-mill of her Sex a-going. [Alide. 
Mop. Now! Cimon, now! 
Cim. I'd rather you'd (peak firſt, 
2 No, you are the Elder 
But my Heart miſgives me. 


4 Phill. Still ſilent! no kind Offer yet from Damon? 
Has Fortune no Effect upon his Heart ? A lide. 
= Cir. No, no, I tell you I ſhall never hit 
The Tune alone 
Map. Well tken, be ſure you back me. 
; A 20, 
1 | 
+ Tell me, Philly, tell me roundly, 
N When you will your Heart ſurrender? 
g. Cim. Faith and Troth] I love thee wound'ly, 
4% And I was the firſt Pretender. 
b 7 Mop. Of us Boys, 
Egon. Cim. Take thy Choice : 
Mop. Here's a Heart 
Cim. And here's a Hand tos. 
it Cor. Mop. His, or mine, 
Cim. All is thine. 


Both. Hod) and Goods at th; Command tob. 


- Phill. How harſh and tedious is the Voice 
ENI Of Love, from any but the Voice deſir d 


1 B AIR 
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AN . 
Z | While you both pretend a Paſſion, 
Fil; Tæuould be cruel to chuſe either 
1h To freſerve your Inclination, 
| | 1 muſt kindly fix on neither. 
It To be jufl, — I now muſt 
Make yours, and yours be equal Caſes ; 
Therefore tray, 
From this Day, 
By! I never may behold your Faces, 


Now be filent ; if Damon be inclin'd 
To ſpeak, his turn is next, you've had your Anſwer. 
Mop. Well! let him ſpeak! mayhap your Face 
May pet as little good from him, as ours 
From you; 'tisn't every Man will marry you; 
Don't cry, Cimon; it only makes her prouder. 
| Cim. She has given me ſuch a Kick o' the Heart, * 
1 I fall never recover it 
bl Phill. - Klark thee, Cimon ! 
it T like thee better than thy Brother far. 
t Cim. O] the gracious! do you truly, and truly? 
4 Phill. I'lgive thee Proof this Inſtant! take him hence, 
| And keep him from my Sight, an Hour at leaſt. 
ELL And when thou ſeeſt me next, come thou without him. 
| Cim. Give me thy Hand on't 
| 
| 
| 


—— 
— 
w_—_ 
—_— 


Phill. Huſh! not now, they'll ſee us. 
{ Away with him 
Cim. A Word's enough I'll do't 
Þ Come, DMeop/us, come away for I have a thing. 
| And ſuch a thing to tell thee, Boy 
M25. What ails the Fool? Thou'rt mad! 

f Cim. — —Mad! Ay, and ſo would yon 
| Be too, were my Caſe yours, but come away. 
1 ATop. Nay, not fo faſt, good Cimon 
| Cim, —————aiter, M/s, faſter. 

| 


' 222 [Cimon Ghurries of Mopſus. 
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SCENE IV. 


Dan. My charming Creature! this was kindly done! 
Never was Favour, to a Fool, ſo well 
Diſſembl ed 
* Phill. Ves, I have learn'd from you, Diſſembling. 
And you'll again diſſemble to reward me. 
Dam. Why ſo ſuſpicious, Phillida? Don't I love thee ? 
Why all this Buſtle at my Heart, when thus 
I touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 
Give me thy Lips and fee how thou'rt miſtaken. 
Phill. No, Damon; Lips are but liquoriſh Proofs 
Of Love, and thine too often have deceiv'd me. 


411 V. 


* Dam. Away with Suſpicion , 


That Bane to Deſire; | 
The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defies ; 
The Rules of Diſcretion 
But flifle the Fire; 
On its Merit alone, true Beauty relies. 


What a Folly to tremble 
Leſt the Lower diſſemble 

His Fire ? 
Turtles that wwoo, 
Bill and coo : 
While aue enjoy 
We muſt be true! 
And to repeat it, is all, 
All! ave can defire. 

B 2 Phill. 
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Pill. Tis thus thou always haſt decoy'd my Heart! 
Thou know'ft I love, and therefore wouldſt undo me. 
Dam. I know thou lov'ſt, and therefore would ſecure 


thee. 
AIX VII. 
Phill. While you purſue me, 


| 
| T hus to undo me, 
| | | Sure Ruin lies in all you ſay, 
To bring your Toying 


— —22 — 


| Up to Enjoying, _ ; 
| i Call firſt the Prieſt, and name the Day ; | # 
| Then, then name the Day. 

| 


| Laſſes are willing *' ; 
ö 4. Lads, for billing, 

| When Marriage Vows are kindly pref, 
Let hely Father 

ö Tie us together 

Then bill your fill, and bill your bet s 
N Then, then Bill your be. 


ſl Dam. What! not a Hand, a Lip, for old Acquaintance, 3 


— — — —— — 3 W—_ 
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| | 1 Not one poor Sample of the Grain, my Dear, 'F 
| Unleſs I make a Purchaſe of the whole ? ; ; 
1 1 Phill. No, Damon! now tis time to end our Fooling. 
$510 Conſent to wed me, or forbear to love. * 
3 Dam. What! doſt think to ſtarve me into Marriage? 
$110 Phill. I'll ſtarve myſelf, but I'll avoid thy Falſhood } ? 
SHY Graze where thou wilt, I'll feed no ranging Lovers. 
BUK Dam. No—nor I won't be pounded, while I can lea 
1 A Hedge: So keep your Graſs for Calves to graze on. 1 
I need not go a Mile for Paſture, Dame, . 1 
And good as any Meal that you can make me. 7 


Phill. Do, leave me, do, and prove thyſelf a Traitor 0 
Faichleſs, inhumane Damon /— 2 | 
; AN. 
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Dam. Mighty well! 
This double Dow'r, I find, has turn'd thy Brain! 
And thou would'ſt make me madder than thyſelf ! 
A Huſband! Death! a Mill-horſe, what, to grind, 
And grind, in one poor hopeleſs Round of Life! 
To- day, to-morrow, and to-morrow Kill 
To plod the Path I trod the Day before ! 
O ! methinks I feel the Collar on my Shoulders ! 
Phill. Abandon'd Damon ! now | begin to hate thee. 
Dam. I'm glad, Phillida, that you'll ſpeak your Mind! 
Some Girls will fool you on till one's Heart akes. 
But fince I know your Play, forſooth, hang lag, 
Say I, and ſo farewel, my Miſtreſs, 


A IR VII.. 


I'll range around the ſhady Bow'rs. 


Dam. TI range the World, where Freedom reigns, 
And ſcatter Lowe around the Plains. 

Phill. T. farve my Lowe, and rather part, 
Than yield my Hand to fool my Heart. 


Dam. The Frowns of this, I ne'er take ill : 
Where one denies, there's two that will. 

Phill. Since Maids by Kindneſs are undone, 
Adieu, Mankind ; Tl fgh for none, 


Dam. No frozen Laſs all hold me long. 

Phill. No Savain, that's falſe, my Lowe ſhall wrong... 
Dam. Farewel! farewel 'tis time to part. 
Phill. Thus from thy Hold, 1 tear my Heart, 

Both. Farewel! farewe!, &c. 


(Exit Phillida. Mart Damon. 
B 3 Dam, 
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Dam. How could the Gipſey muſter ſuch a Spirit? 
The Pertneſs of her Pride has ſo ok'd me, 
I ſhall never reſt in my Bed, till the F 
Lies. by me. | 


AF 1 vat. 
At Noon, in a ſultry, &c. 


Dam. Around the Plains my Heart has rov'd; 
The Brown, the Fair, my Flames approv'd : 


The Pert, the Proud, by turns have loud; o 
And kindly filPd my Arms. 'D 

I danc' d, I fung, I talk'd, I toy'd ; _ 
While this Jad, I That enjoy'd, 4 
Ard ere the Kind, with Kindneſs cloy'd, | F 
The Coy refign'd her Charms. 3 

of 

But now, alas ! theſe Days are done: 7 


The aurong d are all reveng'd by One, 
Who, like a frighted Bird, is flown, 
Yet leaves her Image here. 
O could I, yet, her Heart recal, 4 
Before her Feet my Pride would fall, | 
And, for her ſake, forſaking all, 
Would fix for ever there. 
Here ſhe comes again, and with her — —— 
Her Father! ſoft I'm out of Favour there ! 
Lie eloſe a while, and mark what Nail's a driving. 
| [ Retires, 


SCENE 


* 1 


Ist not enough I ſee him not ? 


DAaMoN and PnitLiipa, 


79 


SSS 


NE. 
Enter Corydon, with Phillida. 


Cor. And I ſay, think no more of him 
Phill. That's hard ! 


I ſay, 


F Avoid him as the wildeſt Beaſt of Prey! 
= He uſes Girls like Carrion : Not the Wolf 


— 


8 


| And till you drive him thence 


on 


In a Sheepfold, or — 4 Fox on Poult 
Can make more Havoc 
1 Among the Wenches Hearts. 


L Yet could he, ſtill, be w:vaght to marry me 


than that wic ed Rogue 


Dam. That muſt be me! 3 5,77 
Zut what ſays Phiilida? eh. 
* Phill. Suppoſe this true ! 


Cor. My Patience ! has he not refus'd to marry ? 
Phill. And therefore I've declar'd againſt his Love, 
Cor. Ay, ay, but ſtill he lurks within your Heart! 


I ſtrive to doi it ; 


Phill. —- WE" 


"And if you knew the Pain, you'd pity me. 


4 
* 


* 
xs © 
. 


1 
Netires. . 


AIR IX. Buſh aboon Traguair. 


A thouſand ways, to wean my Heart, 
Te try'd, yet can't remove him. 

And tho for Life Pe fevorn to part, 
For Life I find I howe him. 

Still ſhould the Dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, 

His flart'ring Tongue would kill my Scorn, 
And flill, I fear unds me. | 


. * - = "wy * 323220 
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Cor. Conſider, Philly, if thour't fairly married, 
(And thou haſt choice of Cimon, or of Mapſus): 
How happy will thy double Dowry make thee ? 

Phill. I do conſider, Father; ſo ſhould you! 
As a low Fortune, with the Man J love, 

Can't make me rich ; ſo Riches with the Man 
I hate, can't make me happy 5 
O! I could eat thy very Lips, that ſpoke it. : 2 

Cor. See! yonder's Cimon coming ! For my ſake, 
Dear Phillida, give him at leaſt a Smile; 'F 
A little Love endur'd, may teach the Boy, 
In time, to pleafe thee 


Phill. ell! ſince you deſire it. 1 
But Moi ſus has the ſame Pretenſions too. + 
Send him to make his equal Claim, \i 


And, 'till he's found, I'll hear what Cimon ſays. 4 
Cor. Ah! Phillida, thou gain'ſt my Heart. I'll ſend 
him. | [Exit. 3 

Dam. Now ſhall I meaſure, by their Hopes, my own. 


DSS SSA BSA SS SSS 
. 


To her Cimon, ſinging. . 

| 1X . 5 
Dim. Behold, and ſee thy wounded Lower! N 

Wheſe Truth from thee will ne'er depart! © 

O let my Tears at length diſcover | 

One gentle Smile to heal my Heart ! 

Phill. Were in the World no Man but Cimon, 2 
| None of the Female Kind but J. PB 

With me ſhould end the Name of Woman, % 

With thee the Race of Man foould die. 
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Cin. O cruel Sound! falſe-hearted Phillida ! 
Didft thou not ſay thou lov'ſ me better than 


My Brother Mop/us ? 
Pill Yes, but 'twas, 


As of two Evils, I would chooſe the leaft ; 

Stay, till I'm bound to chooſe, and then reproach me, 
Thy Crying makes me lavgh, his Laughing makes 

Me ſleep. —There's all the hopeful Difference. 


% AIR XI. Phillida flouts me. 
; Cim. O what a Plague is Love ! 


AY 1 cannot bear it : 
7% What Life fo curſt can prove, 
; Or Pain can come near it! 
When I would tell my Mind, 
My Heart miſdoubts me; 
Or when 1 ſpeak I find 
With Scern ſhe routs me. 
In vain is all I ſay, 
Her Anſeuer flill is Nay : 
O diſmal, doleful Day / 
Phillida flouts me. 


Enter Mopſus /inging. 
AIR XII. One long Vhitſon Holiday. 


"Mop. A poor Cimon! Duda cry! 
' Well-a-day! wipe an Eye! O fie, Phillida! 
| To treat him ſo ſcornfully, 
Shamefully, mournfully ! 
5 Phillida, fe / 
Phill, No, no, no, Sir Pert, and Dull ! 
= Simpleton, Paperſtull! 1 for ever all 


Think 


Cim. 
Mop. 
Cim. 
Mop. 
Cim. 


Mop. 


What's a Lye? 


 Danon and PHILLIDA;, 


Think thee far the greater Fool! 


Therefore will gizve thee Cauſe 


With him to cry. 
Tell, bell, loll, loll !-—Now T pray, 
Who has Cauſe moſt to cry, ah! well-a-day # 
What care I! why let her ſcoff, 
I car laugh; play her off, better than yon. 
Ah, poor Mopſus, thour't a Fool! 
Jar, you're a greater Owl. 
Nay, now I'm ſure that's a Lye. 


— That's a Lye! 
1 ſay, tis true, 


AIR XIII. Cruel, cruel, tyrannizing. 


Phill, 


Cim. 


Phill. 


Give over your Lowe, you great Loobies, 
1 hate you both, you Sir, and you tos: 
Did ever a Brace of fach Boobies 
The Laſs that dete them, purſue ? 
How ! 
— 60 . 
— Oh! I'm ready to faint! 
How are you ? 
Why truly ſhe treats us but fo, ſo. 
For my Part I think ſhe's a Devil. 
A Woman would ſcorn for to do ſo. 
O He, foe! ſuch Words are uncivil, 


Prepare then, to hear my laſt Sentence. 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 

Td fand on the Stool of Repentance, 
And was for my Bantling a Father. 


Go! 


[To Mop/us. f 


Da: 


Phill, 


op. 
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Go! 
—Oh! Wa! I'm ready to faint; 
And 1 too. 


Was ever a Slut fo inhuman? 
Odfooks, let us take down her Mettle ! 
1 dare 10... f:3!ꝝ *» 1 
w——Let me come —pſbagu waw, Man, 
She only has vater d a Nettle. 


In ſhort, this vont do, Mrs. Vixen! 
For one of us two you muſt chooſe, 
Then you are the Man that I fix on; 
And on — are the Fool 1 refuſe. 


[Strikes each a Box on the Ear. 
Waunds ! 


im. 
and © Go'!—The Devil would fy ſuch a Spouſe. 


= Phill. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 
We love, ſure tis to ſilence thoſe we hate. 


i hen Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon preſents him- 


elf to Phillida, aging. 


AIR XIV. Dutch Skipper. 


See! behold, and fee! 
With an Eje, kind and relenting, 
Damon, now, repenting, 
Only true to thee 


Content to love, and love for Life! 
ent to bowe, * ie Phill. 


24 Damon and PRHIIIIDA. 
| Phill. If you, now fincere, 

: With an honeft Declaration 

Mean to prove your Paſſion, 


To the Purpoſe ſavear, 
And make, at once, a Maid a Wife. 


Dam. Thus, for Life, I take thee, 
Never to forſake thee, 
Soon or late, I find our Fate, 
To Hearts aſtray, Dire the Way, 
And brings, to laſting Joys, the Rover home. 
Phill, Ewer kind and tender, 
Congquer'd, I ſurrender : 
Prove but true — As I, te you, 
Each kindling Kiſs — Shall add a Bliſs, 
That only, from the conflant Lip, can move. 
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AIR XV. Second Part of the Dutch Skipper, 


Dam. To the Prieft away, to bind our Vows, 
M itb our Hands and Hearts united 
Phill. To reduce the Rover to lawful Spouſe, 
La Triumph, my Heart has delighted. 


Dam. 1f I never could fix, 
'7 was the Fault of the Sex, 
[| Mo eafily yielding, were eaſy to cloy, 
But in Love we flill find, 


Le A a es A. ˙Ü1Üwũè˖ «« ½rͥ—-.ͤ—˙ ee un een CC On — 


When the Heart's well inclin'd, 
} In One, only One, is the Foy. 
But in Lowe, &c. 


4 A 54 
) 


* 
- 


Both, 


— ——— — ͤꝙ—m — ——ꝑ 
- 
—— — - 
- A* 
- K woo, — 


F 
»per . 


